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Dreams, airy dreams, by Fancy wrought 

Buds blooming in the land of thought, 

My Verses ; take them Molly Bawn. 

T dream of thee before the dawn, 

T dream of thee, and build in air 

My castle walls and garden fair ; 

And every wish that blossoms free 

In dreaming night, belongs to thee, 

And every verse, in music flows, 

^ To Molly Bawn that music owes. 
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A DREAM OF ARCADIA. 



Fairy bells of silver ringing, 

Fall upon my tranced ear, 
Far away my thoughts are winging 

On their chiming, crystal clear. 

• 
On the margin of a river, 

Lay I in the sunset glow, 
Where the plumy rushes quiver, 

And the wild marsh-blossoms grow. 

On, by many a woodland bower. 
Flowed the river of my dreams, 

And the lily's starry flower 
On its azure bosom gleams. 
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lO A DREAM OF ARCADIA. 

All the earth is hid with flowers, 
Crystal flowing are the streams ; 

All the livelong happy hours, 
Happy as in childish dreams, 

Songs and music, oh, how sweetly ! 

Echo thro* the perfumed air ; 
As in Fairyland so fleetly 

Passes time that has no care. 

Lovely scene in ages olden ! 

Vision of a purer day, 
Where the twilight air is golden 

In the dying sunset ray. 

Hark! I hear a maiden singing 
In a green and lonely dell \ 

Nearer now, her song is ringing. 
Now, its meaning I can tell. 

SONG. 

Art waking, beloved? 

1*11 sing thee to rest. 
Day wearies, beloved ! 

To slumber is best. 
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A DREAM OF ARCADIA. 

The Day and its pleasures * 
Are mingled with pain, 

But Night from her treasures 
Restores them again, 

And free from all sorrow, 
Untouched by a care, 

Thou* lit wake to a morrow 
Eternally fair. 

Then slumber, belovM ! 

And dream of the day, 
ril watch thee, beloved ! 

Thy guardian fay. 

Is it not a voice of warning? 

Danger lurketh ever near ; 
Now a strain of saddest mourning 

Falls upon my listening ear. 

SONG. 

Happy, sweet. Arcadian days, 
Gone, forever gone ! 

When, as told in poets* lays, 
Many a one. 
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14 A DREAM OF AJiCADIA. 

Every shepherd and his lass 

For each other cared, 
Each dear spot of wood and glade 

With others shared, 

Gave a sweeter, pure, delight 
To their waking dreams, 

Bathed in hues forever bright 
And sunny gleams. 

Shepherdesses loved their swains 
Who were faithful then ; 

Ah! faint echoes of their strains 
Come back again. 

Thrilling with the lusty youth 

Of that golden day, 
Songs of peaceful love and truth 

And sunny May. 

Sadly sound they on our ears 
By the rude winds crossed, 
Waitings for the vanished years 

And Summer lost. 
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A DREAM OF ARCADIA, 

Ceases now the maiden's song, 
finds the sweet Arcadian seeming, 

All my fancies, magic throng ! 
Were, alas ! but idle dreaming. 

L Envoy, 

Sadly dreaming by the fire 

O'er this castle fair. 
Ever rising, higher, higher. 

Ever vanishing in air, 

Vainly, vainly may the builder 
Hope inspired raise again, 

'Mid the shadows that bewilder. 
Raise his chateau en Esfagne, 

Ne'er can he its portal enter. 
Ne'er can he within it stand. 

And from that enchanted centre. 
Call his own its fairyland. 
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A LOVE STORY. 

I. Castles in the Air, 

'TwAS many a year ago to-day, 

We first as children met — 
Our simple pleasures, childish games, 
Our loves, our friendships, e*en their names. 
Thou dost forget. 

We parted — since that parting day, 

A convent school thy lot, 
Thy childish dreams have fled away. 
The thoughts, the feelings, then bore sway, 
Thou hast forgot. 

More real doth the past me seem. 

The wishes of my youth. 
The friendship warm, the lofty dream, 
I hold them all, no passing gleam 
Can dim their truth. 

When sitting in the twilight gloom, 

The fairy tale I told. 
Thou wert the 'Princess Rose-in-bloom, 
The Sleeping Beauty, and the room 
A palace old. 



"l-'ar beyond tit eeean-feam," 
"My fairy-casllt vialh." 



A LOVE STORY. 

I was the Prince who freed the fair, 

The hero of my tale; 
And breathing such enchanted air, 
I had the soul to do and dare 
Nor fear to fail. 

In youthful dreams I saw it stand 

Through all the happy hours, 
My castle in the sunset land. 
My armed retainers* gallant band, 
And garden bowers. 

My wishes were the flowers fair ; 

My hopes have built 
That lovely castle in the air. 
And all the visioned splendor there, 
Tourney and tilt; 

And not alone I wore the crown, 

Thou wert my Fairy Queen, 
The guerdon of my sword's renown. 
The goal to which my steps were boune 
In every scene. 
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l8 A LOVE STORY. 

The sky was clear, the sun shone bright, 

Time stole it all from me; 
'Tis only in the dreaming night. 
To vanish with the morning light, 
That land I .see. 

And far beyond the ocean -foam 

My fairy-castle walls ; 
In vain I seek them, vainly roam^ 
Some other knight will lead thee home 
To those bright halls. 
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2. Musters Mistress, 

Oh, lady ! formed a court to grace, 

With cultured mind and lovely face, 

Sweet music's mistress, queen of song, 
Whose voice alone, enchantment strois^ 

Would bind the soul a willing slave 

Forgetful of the coming grave, 

And death the end of happy life. 
And all the bitter woe and strife 

Through which our worldly way is led 

Until we slumber with the dead ; 
Accept my verses, let us be 
Awhile from dark forebodings free ; 

As erst in Saturn's golden reign 

When love was joy unmixed with pain. 
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3. The Protest, 

My heart is fickle so they say, 

I lightly love, then fly away 

To sweetheart new my vows to pay, 

Like honey-bee in flowery May. 

And did they ever say the truth ? 

Whose whispering tongues, like serpent's tooth. 

Their poison in the heart of youth 

Would ruthless leave, and say forsooth 

When time had brought the venom's sting, 

They meant indeed another thing 

But were mistook, to clip the wing 

Of callow friendship, not to wring 

The fledgeling's neck. Oh ! ne'er believe 

The tales of folly they may weave. 

And of thy friendship me bereave ; 

I cannot practice to deceive. 
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A LOVE STORY. 21 

4. My Horoscope} 

Appointed by a wise command 

The stars within their orbits roll ; 
And ordered by a sovereign hand 
Their influence shed o'er sea and land, 

The Southern Ocean to the Arctic Pole. 

A nation's fate, a lover's dreams. 

And all the busy works of men, 
Could sages once within their beams 
Have read in light, but now me seems 
The lore is lost to mortal ken. 

Sometimes we catch a fitful light. 

When gazing on the midnight sky; 
Sometimes the letters seem so bright. 
That written on the vault of night 
Our future fortunes we descry. 

Eight nights I counted stars in vain. 

Eight times successive counted nine, 

The ninth a clearer vision came, 

I saw the mighty stars proclaim 

My fate and future one with thine. 



22 A LOVE STORY. 

I read for thee the starry scroll, 

Or dreamed I read it, on that night ; 

Thy star ascendeth, near the Pole 

Love*s star and Jove together roll, 

And blend in one their magic light. ^ 

Thou wilt be happy in thy love. 

And Venus on thy natal day. 
Supreme in power ruled above 
Thy House of Life, good planets strove 

To shed their blessings o'er thy way. 

All evil planets weaker shine 

Portending happiness to thee ; ' 

Thy star and Sol in aspect trine, 
Domestic love and truth is thine, 

May I thy lover husband be ! , 

V 

Thus lady in the book of Fate, 

The stars record thy horoscope ; 
And if I dare to watch and wait. 
And pray to win such fair estate. 

Oh ! do not blame my dream of hope. 

1 
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5. The Charm. 

By beauty's spell, by wit refined, 
One cannot lasting fetters bind 
On fickle heart, and changing mind 
Of earth. 

Fair beauty fades, and passion's knell 
The heart reechoes in its swell. 
Repeated vows of fervor tell 
Its dearth. 

Keen wit grows dull, the spirit bright, 
Overshadowed by the coming night. 
Must fold its wings, and love so light 
Is o*er. 

What is the nameless, hidden, charrp 
That can a lasting passion warm. 
Need fear a change or any harm 
No more? 



24 A LOVE STORY. 

I cannot tell — I only feel* 
A passion I raust not reveal, 
But in my heart of hearts conceal, 
For thee. 

Thou. hast the charm to bind the soul, 
Whatever changes o'er thee roll ; 
And mine dear lady thou hast stolen 
From me. 



I 
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6. The ProposaL 

Fair shines the sun, 

And one by one 

The misty clouds before it run; 

The day so new, 

The heavens blue. 

True halcyon in their azure hue, 

Are emblems meet, 

Serene and sweet, 

Of that true love with which I greet 

On Christmas-day, 

With fitting lay, 

My lady fair, and humbly pray 

Her gentle heart 

To take my part. 

And bid me nevermore depart. 

My love all thine. 

Wilt thou be mine, 

Nor hopeless, loveless, let me pine ? 
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7 The Parting. 

"Adieu!" he said, **my love adieu! 
To God I leave thee and his care, 
His angels guard thee, keep thee true" — 
"Hold, sir!" the lady cried, "how dare 

"You claim my truth, 'tis yet unsworn? 
I do not love you, never may. 
Now look not cross or so forlorn, 
I mean no more than what I say. 

"When others* tongues have linked your 

name 
To mine, and jesting said we loved, 
And with the careless breath of fame 
Blown idly forth, the story roved, 

" And found a credence with my dearest friend, 
My memory with such sadness fraught, 
And weighted with a wasted love, at end 
Forever, dying from my thought, 



A LOVE STORY. 27 

"Surviving, only in its shadow, left 
Upon my heart, whose sombre pall. 
Of sunny hope in love, has me bereft — , 
My memory saddened thus, in all 

**Thy songs a broken chord will know, 
A jangled note in thine will hear, 
A dark remembrance of the long ago, 
That keeps my heart from loving, dear! 

*'Yes! dear thou art, for did I care 
No more for thee than others, I 
Would lightly trifle with thee, wear 
Thy love awhile then cast it by, 

**Nor on thy fortune waste a tear, 

A lover art thou, I would have a friend ; 
Yet pne above all others, very near, 

And all my own, without an earthly end 

** Except to do my bidding, serve my 'hest, 
Undoubting ever, asking no return 
Save my acceptance ; loving me the best, 
Yet keeping silence lest his love I spurn. 



28 A LOVE STORY. 

**If such thou wilt be, in a kind response 
1*11 give thee friendship such as others 
share, 
Not love, oh, nd! I have loved once, 
And to repeat that folly do not care " 

**Is all love folly?*' said the lover, **mine 
Is foolishness you say, and call me "child;** 
And when I told it first, the only sign 
To show you heard me, was, you smiled. 

"And ever since, with careless mirth you greet 
My fervor, laugh whene*er we part, 
And tell me often, you expect to meet 
Another you will love with all your heart. 

'*My darling! is my love a jest 

To you, who coldly count the cost 
Of loving, deem it dear, and rest 
Content without it? Were mine lost 

" You would wot care. Oh, lady ! is there not 
Some way to make you love me, seal 
My truth in such a way, the past forgot. 
You would believe me, and would feel 
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"That pity is akin to love, for one 

Who loves you better than his life, 

And dearer or more earnest wish has none 

Than this, that he may call you wife. 

t 

'*Will you not love me for affection's sake, 
For I have nothing else to plead; 
A beggar only, with a heart to break. 
And ne'er another with so great a need. 

"Oh! in your happy absence think of me, 
And in your charity bestow an hour 
Of calm consideration on my plea. 

And may your heart relenting own its 
power.'* 
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8. After an Absence. 

What, my dearest, is the feeling 
Thou dost hide, wilt bear revealing? 
Is it budding love no longer, 
Or has absence made it stronger? 

Mine indeed, is true as ever, 
Sworn in time, to last forever ; 
But for thine, Tve small assurance 
Of its strength or long endurance; 

I can only guess it often. 
When thou dost at something soften, 
Word, or look of thought unspoken. 
Telling of a heart half-broken 

By thy coldness, whose appealing. 
All my depth of love revealing. 
Brings responsive glances, after 
Scornful words and mocking laughter. 
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A LOVE STORY, 33 

Then, I dream I can discover 
Thou dost like me for a lover, 
Starry eyes upon me beaming ; 
And still wilder, dearer, dreaming. 

As my longing arms enfold thee, 
Clasp thee closer, nearer hold thee. 
While for one ecstatic minute 
My embrace can hold within it, 
(Bliss beyond all words to measure,) 
All my earthly joy and treasure ; 

Feeling too, thy self surrender 
To a lover true and tender, 
With my lips, in fond caressing, 
Un rebuked thy soft cheek pressing. 

Budding hopes will bloom in flowers. 
Earnest of the future hours. 
When thou wilt in all believe me. 
And for my devotion give me. 
Love without a doubt or sorrow. 
Careless of the coming morrow. 
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9. The Farewell, 

Ah, dearest ! all the summer long, 
Our love has been a pastime. 
And what a crowd of memories throng 
My beating heart and faltering song, 
To know it is the last time. 

We met — we loved — a simple thing 

In sunny summer hours; 
And still to thee my heart would cling. 
And bind thee with a golden ring 

In place of garden -flowers. 

Farewell 1 how can I say farewell ! 

How can I bear the parting ; 
In city street, and country dell, 
I think of her I loved so well. 

And feel the tear-drop starting. 




A LOVE STORY, 35 

And yet, farewell ! once more apart, 
God keep thee from all sorrow; 
Now hand in hand, and heart to heart. 
One more embrace before we part — 
We're strangers on the morrow. 
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I o . Wedding-bells . 

Seated in my old arm-chair, 

Antique, leather lined. 
Nothing left to do, or dare. 

To change her mind. 

Thinking of a vanished time, 

Gone, forever gone ! 
Hearing bells of silvery chime, 

One by one, 

Knelling for my bright hopes, killed 

-By their melody ; 
Summer flowers. Winter chilled, 

I sadly sigh 

Useless all regrets and tears ; 

Can I not forget? 
Ah, no ! her kinder looks and tones 

I shall remember yet. 
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II. A Will 0' the Wisp. 

With stormy winds, and falling rain, 

My life is filled — 

By Winter chilled. 
Each gentle flower blooms in vain. 

Spring long ago hath left me, 

The Summer's past, 

The Autumn blast 
Of every bud bereft me. 

An Aftermath of weed and thorn. 

Was mine alone, 

And, overgrown, 
My fair hopes died, or lived forlorn 

To bear no fruit but sorrow; 

With bitter tears, 

I weep the years. 
And look for no gay morrow. • 
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No hope of earthly joy and love 

My spirit cheers, 

And sick with fears, 
I hardly dare to look above 

Where storm-clouds darkly gather. 

So thick a pall 

Spreads over all. 
So wild the wintry weather. 

In all the sad and gloomy scene 

Is nothing bright? 

No gleam of light, 
No starry rift the clouds between ? 

Ah 1 once a star was shining, 

Whose gentle ray 

Turned night to day. 
The cloud with silver lining. 
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A LOVE STORY. 39 

But brightest hopes have turned to doubt ; 

That light became 

A wizard flame, 
O'er moor and morass danced about. 

Too bright to last my dreaming ; 

That star in Earth, 

Not Heaven, had birth, 
I dare not trust its gleaming. 
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12. /inte Mortem, 

Would any shed a tear for me, 
Were I from life and sorrow free, 
And underneath the grassy sod 
My body laid, my soul with God? 

Ah, who can say ! I least of all, 
I see around me shadows fall, 
My onward way by clouds overcast. 
My sunny days' remembrance past, 

Forgotten, hidden by the mist 
That gathered o*er them ere I wist, 
Of disappointment cold and drear; 
As marish fog*^ at eve appear 

And gliding o'er the landscape fair. 
Extending slowly everywhere, 
Hide with their grey and gloomy pall 
The verdant turf, and forests tall. 



"Thy hope so faitil that 
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That once were bright in sunset hues, 
Whose purple, gold, and crimson, fuse 
In gorgeous flames, but to decay 
An outspent fire in ashen gray. 



'Tis thus my life seems, void of light. 
In ashen sadness, while the night 
Of blackest darkness, we call Death, 
Comes quickly on with chilling breath. 

Oh ! Night and Darkness unexplored. 
What secrets do your caverns hoard? 
What future is there for the soul. 
Whose endless ages onward roll ? 
Will all our sorrows find surcease, 
Is there indeed a rest and peace ! 



My life all shadow, and my way 
A thorny road, that day by day 
My torn and bleeding feet must press, 
Forevermore companionless ; 
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m 

Thy hope so faint, that shines afar, 
The cold remoteness of a star, 
Is all the brightness left to me, 
World-wearied, worn, I come to thee, 

The struggle cease, the fight give o'er. 
Behind the shadow, and before — 
A deeper darkness, yet thy gleam 
Uncertain, glimmers, and I dream 
That star a prophet, and its ray 
Forerunner of the perfect day. 
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REALMAH. 



CHANT I. 



Among the Switzers* snowy hills, 

Where every rock with freedom thrills; 

But long ere the patriot Tell was born, 

Or the tyrant Gessler heard his horn, 

Long ere the dawn of History's day. 

In an age and a climate passed away, 

The softened rays of the setting sun, 

An Eden of beauty fell upon 

An azure lake, blue hills among, 

On whose high top no snowdrifts hung, 

Green pastures, from the water's edge 

Extending to the thickset hedge 

Of noble forest trees, which on have pressed 

Until they reach the mountain's crest. 

Out on the lake, the gazer sees 

Are built the towns and villages. 

On piles arising from the oozy deep 

The houses stand, that when asleep 

Are all, no enemy may come. 

Destroy or burn their ancient home. 
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Their white roofs glitter in the sun, 

As if a silver shield each one, 

To guard them from the darts are sent 

From out his mighty armament. 

Lo ! as we gaze, the noises of the day 

In peaceful quiet die away; 

No sound is heard in all the dark, 

Save some old watch-dog* s surly bark. 



CHANT II. 

Far off among the hills is seen 

A mighty host of warlike mien ; 

Pennons and flags of every hue, 

Hang damp and lifeless in the dew; 

In silence moves the warrior band. 

They journey through a foeman's land. 

The cunning men of Iron they, 

Who've marched and fought for many a day; 

And now a night attack they make 

Realmah's last strong hold to take. 

A weary way these men have strayed. 

O'er hill and dale that day had made 

Their march and o*er the dread morass 

Of Arni, yet untiring now they pass 



REiALMAH. 47 

The mountain walls that stand between 
Them and the lake we erst have seen. 
All through the night the mighty host moves on. 
The youth in front, behind, the warriors worn. 
The first who reach the mountain's crest stand 

still, 
And gaze upon the prospect from the hill ; 
For in that earlier day, the minds of men 
Were ever open nature's lore to ken. 
Above, ten thousand watchfires in the sky 
Are kindled, and, unless their legends lie, 
They see in them the fires that light 
The heavenly warriors of the right. 
The angel spirits, who all night engage 
In combat with the evil host ; who rage 
In vain against their holy might. 
With weapons all unknown to mortal fight 
They war, of light, and deepest darkness formed. 
And once that evil host the heaven had stormed, 
And called the radiant ones from rest to arms, 
And made the blessed hear their fierce alarms; 
Since when these bivouac fires blaze. 
And shall do so through endless days. 
Below the gazing warriors, like a dream. 
The landscape stretches in the moon's pale 

beam. 
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The moonlight silvers every object o'er, 
The mountain, forest, and the lake's lone shore, 
And in the distance, can they see with ease 
The white roofs of their sleeping enemies. 
A halt is called, and to the front 
The scouts are sent, to bear the brunt, 
Set fire to Realmah's dwelling place, 
And so destroy at last the hated race. 
These vanish in the woods* green depths, and 

now 
The army resteth on the mountain's brow. 
Upon their arms the weary soldiers lie. 
And wait impatient for the reddened sky 
Will tell the conflagration is begun. 
And that the scouts their fearful work have 

done. 
A solemn hush is breathed around, 
The sentinels hear no living sound. 
Save when at some uneasy dream 
A warrior stirs, or when they deem 
The spirits of the wood are heard. 
Or wind the forest branches stirred. 
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CHANT III. 

The moon by this had paled to view, 
And black the midnight sky, 

Which thousand, thousand, star-gems strew, 
Far brighter to the eye 

Than earth's alluring glittering toys, 

Fit ornaments for girls and boys, 

Not for the man, whose sterner joys 
Are in the hunt and battle din. 
The sword his strong right hand within, 

The dying groan of foeman brave; 
Such pleasures last, nor fade away 
When death shall end our mortal day, 

Or in the silence of the grave. 

For when from its dull dream *we wake, 
And o'er the icy river take 

Our destined way, again we hold 

Our weapons in our spirit hands. 
Again we meet in warlike bands; 

But nevermore shall heat or cold. 
Or any mortal pain, oppress 
Our spirits in their blessedness. 

Within that happy, heavenly, home, 

By shining rivers we shall roam, 



50 



REALMAH. 



Our earthly foes in battle meet, 
And feel again the rapture sweet, 
Of glorious conflict under heaven's dome ; 
Or in the hunt forever chase 
Wild beasts of an immortal race. 
But hold, no more, the sky has changed, 
The scouts their signal as arranged 
Have given, and the host awakes, 
As rosy morning o'er the mountain breaks. 
Up spring the warriors in their rattling arms; 
On every side, the trumpets* loud alarms 
Are heard, and hastens every one 
To cross the mountains ere the sun. 
A moment hangs the host like thunder-cloud. 
Upon the forest ridge, then shouts aloud. 
In thunder tones, then like the lightning stroke. 
Upon the peaceful sleeping valley broke. 
Down rushed the torrent with resistless force. 
No rock, alas ! to stay it in its course, 
'Till like an avalanche in fall 
It reached Realmah's water wall. 
Ah, what a sight my spirit thrilled ! 
The scouts too well their task fulfilled. 
By boats neglected on the lakelet's beach. 
Its enemies Realmah's cities reach. 



REALMAH, 
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Then were their torches to the walls applied, 

To walls of carven wood Realmah's pride, 

0*er which the ruddy flame soon wins its way. 

And lightens night with brilliant ray. 

Aroused too late, Realmah's braves 

Wake only to their bloody graves. 

Like swarms of bees the iron men came on. 

Five filling up the place of each dead one ; 

While fiercer, hotter glows the fire. 

Its raging tongues to heaven aspire. 

Amid the crash of falling walls. 

The furious flame, all which appalls, 

The combat rages; soon 'tis o'er, 

Realmah's remnant fight no more. 

Each seeks his safety in ignoble flight. 

And by his burning homestead's light. 

But what have gained the robber band ? 

An uninhabited and blazing land. 

They turn their efforts to the raging fire. 

Which mocks their puny force, and leaping 

higher 
Soon drives them in their boats to shore, 
In sudden flight, in which were more 
Men drowned, ere they could gain the lake- 
let's side 
Than in the former furious battle died. 
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Then all their dead in one funereal pile 
They burn, and all the gloomy while, 
Their priests keep up the melancholy chaunt 
To powers in feme, their ghosts would daunt, 
And drive them from the blessed shore 
Where warriors brave can die no more. 
Then with the following morn they take their 

way 
Across the mountains, while behind them lay 
In ashes all Realmah's towns that were 
In even's light so peaceful fair. 




A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 

In the enchanted land of Spain, 
Beyond the ever rolling main, 
My airy castle lifts overhead 
Its battlements, to warder's tread 
That never echo, nevermore; 
For silently those walls of yore 
Were built, and ever silent stand 
Within the magic Spanish land. 

With sweetest flowers of love's own hue 
The garden blooms ; and ever new 
Its azure buds, when one must die, 
The west wind as it passes' by 
On wandering pinions, bears the bud 
To mossy grave in distant wood. 
And all the sunny summer hours 
The garden blooms with azure flowers. 

No cloud obscures the noon-day sky, 
No thought or fear of danger nigh 
Disturbs the scene ; all nature seems 
Wrapped in sweet slumber, sweeter dreams, 
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And peaceful silence everywhere, 
O'er land and water, in the air 
No feathered warblers sing or fly, 
And not a cloud obscures the sky. 

When night comes on and sets the sun, ^ 

The silver stars, as one by one 

They rise and sink, and crescent moon, 

Unclouded sail my towers aboon ; 

In mystic silence all the scene 

Seems waiting for the Fairy-queen 

To wave her wand, and break the sleep 

Of buried ages, long and deep. 
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TOWTON FIELD. 

A. D. 1451. 

Winter spread his snowy pall 

Over all ; 
The Knight of Ashby and his train 
Rode forth amain. 

Harnessed well with spear and shield, 

To the field 
Of bloody war, they gaily go, 
Nor fear the foe. 

Henry Sixth on Towton plain, 

Once again, 
Warring for a crown or grave, 
Will Warwick brave. 

Fighting dubious all the day 

Wears away ; 
But ere the moon illumes the scene 
With ray serene 
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Warwick's archers win the day ; 

(Flee away !) 
Boots it not to longer fight; 
Fair hope, good night ! 

Shouting loud his battle cry, 

*'Do or die!'* 
Roland Ashby and his men 
Charged once again. 

The Knight alone escaped the fray, 

And rode away. 
Sorely wounded, hurt to death, 

With failing breath; 

Gone the lofty falcon-crest. 

Dinted breast. 
His tattered flag and broken brand 
In either hand. 

Lowly bending o'er his horse, 

Weak perforce ; 
Crimsoning the virgin snows. 
His life-blood flows. 
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Lady Alice at its gate 

Long may wait, 
Ashby Castle as of yore, 
Ah, nevermore! 

Will her gallant Lord behold; 

Dark and cold 
Night comes on with rapid feet. 
With snow and sleet; 

Wilder grows the wintry storm 

Round his form ; 
Falls he from his falling horse, 
A helpless corse. 

In the drifting snow he lies. 

Croaking cries 
Of battle-birds his requiem sung, 
The snows among. 

Latest bough of Ashby's pine, 

Ashby's line, 
Ended with the warrior brave, 
In snowy grave. 
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A VENETIAN TRAGEDY. 

'Tis eve in Venice ; on the sluggish stream 
That fills the Grand Canal, bright torches 
gleam, 
And gliding gondolas are hastening where 
Foscari's palace stands, and lifts in air 
Its marble front, one blaze of ruddy light, 
A gorgeous jewel on the robe of night. 
Upon the landing-place the master stands, 
And welcomes every guest with outstretched 

hands. 
Now comes the hero of the eve, the victor Count 
Who hardly had begun the Palace-steps to 

mount. 
When old Foscari leaves his standing-place, 
And hastening down as if to show more grace, 
Meets him half-way, with welcome doubly 

warm, 
Ascending all the stairway on his arm. 
They enter thus the gorgeous banquet hall, 
Where silvery fountains into marble basins fall. 
And in the centre stand the festal boards, 
Around which gather Venice' noblest Lords; 
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And stately dames and lovely demoiselles are 

there, 
Madonna of Foscari the fairest of the fair. 
At Guido*s entrance all the feasters rise, 
Salute the hero with tumultuous cries. 
And pressing round him and their noble host, 
They pledge the victor's health as fitting 

toast. 
Now ere the banquet, had Foscari told 
His daughter that Count Guido's life was 

sold ; 
And had commanded her that she should 

give 
The potion to him, Venice would relieve 
From his suspected traitorous design; 
So now he filled the poisoned cup with wine. 
And gave it to his daughter saying thus, 
"Count Guido, in this Chian pledge thou us.*' 
Ah ! when Madonna Count Guido saw, 
She knew him for her loyal knight of yore; 
In Rome's imperial city they had met 
And neither could the happy time forget, 
No other way was left; the lady took 
The fatal goblet, with a loving look 
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On County Guido cast, ah me ! too late ; 
And dr^nk what should have been her lover's 

fate. 
At once she sank upon the marble floor, 
And only Guido, heard her murmur o'er 
A word of warning, *' haste thee, fly 
From Venice, if thou wouldst not die. 
The cup I drank was drugged for thee." 
Count Guido rose from bended knee. 
For he had knelt the dying girl to hear, 
And turning to the throng assembled hear; 
Still gazing on his lady's features wan, 
Without a thought of danger thus began : 
"Oh, noble Lords! and Venice' worthy pride, 
Would that ye all instead of her had died, 
I little thought, when on the battle field 
My skill and valour were your city's shield, 
Aye ! when at Mincio my single arm 
Redeemed the day, or at the Farm 
Of Zeni, or an hundred other times. 
That will be told of in your poets' rhymes, 
What my exceeding great reward would be, 
Your fairest demoiselle to die for me. 
But this foul deed will be your city's fate, 
I here renounce the service of your state. 
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And, by the power of Heaven, I vow 
To lay your haughty sea-girt towers low 
As lies the victim of your baffled spite, 
The cause is. holy, God defend the right ! * ' 
Now while the place re-echoed to his shout, 
He drew his mighty sword, and turned about 
To leave the Hall. At first, astonished stand 
The guests assembled, and on every hand 
Amazement at the tragedy is seen. 
So Guido, moving with unaltered mien. 
Had left the Palace ere he was pursued. 
And leaping in a skiff, as best he could. 
Rowed swiftly out into the wide Lagune. 
A vessel of the Pisans found he soon. 
On board of her he went, and hoped to reach 
Her native city, and make good his speech; 
But when the golden sun the next day rose 
They were beset by vessels of their foes ; 
Two Moorish corsairs in unequal fight 
They had to battle ; but at length the right 
Was victor, and the heathen pirates fled. 
Leaving, alas ! Count Guido with the dead. 
A Turkish arrow pierced his noble heart. 
So short a time did those true lovers part. 



TWILIGHT MUSINGS. 

Hue with hue in twilight blending, 
Sunset fadeth from the sky, 

One by one, the stars ascending, 
Light their silver lamps on high. 

Borne aloft on Fancy's pinions 
Thro* the chambers of the Night, 

In her quiet, cool dominions. 
Sorrow ended with the light. 

Toil and care alike were banished 
From my weary heart and brain ; 

Joys, I thought forever vanished. 
Visit me in dreams again. 

Comes my love with gentle greeting. 

As in days of long ago; 
Cease my heart, Oh, cease thy beating! 

Underneath the daisies* snow. 
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In her grave my love is lying, 
Buried are the days of yore; 

And my airy vision dying, 
Leaves me sadder than before. 



One by one, the stars, ascending, 
Lit their silver lamps on high; 

Hue with hue in twilight blending 
Sunset faded from the sky. 



WILD FLOWERS. 

Rural odours, blossoms fair, 
Perfuming th^ city air; 
Budding roses, proud camellias. 
Spicy pinks, and white azaleas, 
Calla lily, naiad-queen. 
Fairest flower in garden seen. 
Flowerets of the wood and field. 
Unto you their homage yield, 
Rightful duty to their queen; 
Graceful as the eglantine. 
Rose-bud beauty in her bloom. 
Heliotrope in sweet perfume 
Of gentle deeds, unconscious wrought, 
The blossom of her maiden thought. 
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A BIRTHDAY WISH. 

Oh ! may thy birth-day ever be 
A golden milestone, telling thee 
Another year is with the dead, 
Its mingled joy and sorrow fled ; 
But woven in thy web of life 
Its memory, with gladness rife. 
The coming years forever hold 
Perpetual summer uncontrolled ; 
Thy path of life, where branches lean 
By waters still, thro' pastures green. 



NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

With stormy winds and falling rain 

The Year departs. 
And nevermore will come again 

To many hearts. 

Hearts that once were beating high, 

Flushed with love; 
Now can only, weeping, sigh, 

"Our hope's above!*' 

The New Year comes to all 
With joyous seeming call ; 

How many hopes fulfilled? 

How many warm hearts chilled. 
When ends the year? 

Ah, me ! I fear 

In many lives. 
The Winter kills the Spring, 
And no green thing 

Survives. 



THE LEGEND OF ST. CHRISTOPHER. 

PART I. 

Over the world, in search of fame, 
Roamed one, the Giant Offerus by name: 

His height, exceeding that of mortal man, 
Had reached six cubits and a span. 

To serve the greatest, he had made a vow, 
And to none else his lofty head would bow. 

At first, he served as squire, in war and peace. 
The brave Don Belianis, Knight of Greece; 

But happening once to hear his master say, 
"Although against my will, I must the King 
obey,'* 

He left the Knight, and took his errant wa> 
To good King Robert, whose dominions lay 

Contiguous to the realm of Achmet great; 
(He in Nicaea kept barbaric state.) 
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Unto King Robert, his allegiance paid, 
Young Offerus a faithful servant made. 

No war on hand, his time was spent 
In feasting, hunting, tournament. 

Until an embassy from Achmet came 
By word, an ancient tribute to reclaim ; 

An holy Emir riding at its head; 
And these the insulting words he said : 

"The mighty Achmet, Soldan of the East, 
Unto the King beridden by a priest; 

" Pay thou the tribute long delayed, 
Or of my certain vengeance be afraid." 

At these fierce words King Robert sore dis- 
mayed, 
Unto the Emir tribute money paid. 

Ere this King Robert's service Sir Offerus 

forsakes ; 
And when the pagan Emir his homeward 

journey takes, 
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Young Offerus the giant has with the heathen 

gone 
To serve the Soldan, greater than King upon 

the throne. 

But ere he reached Nicaea, from the Sara- 
cens he found, 

That in their native country they greatly 
feared Mahound. 

So to that Demon's temple he took the beaten 

track, 
By which so many enter, and nevermore come 

back. 

And Satan served he long and well, 
Till one day, as the legends tell. 

The name of Christ he found, could make 
His evil master's power shake. 

Beholding which, he left him there. 
And unto Christ he would repair. 

But Christ he found not, though at last. 
As he a mighty river passed. 
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An aged hermit to him came. 
Calling the giant by his name, 

'* Offerus, Christ thou mayest serve, 
But thou must first the boon deserve, 

"The rolling river here is deep, 

And thou the Pilgrim's ford must keep." 

The hermit vanished as he spoke, 
And Offerus from trance awoke ; 

And there he laboured many years, 
Though no Lord Christ to him appears. 



PART II. 

One day, when Offerus was gray and old. 
And time had tamed his spirit bold, 

And bended was his lofty frame, • 
A flood adown the river came ; 

And all day long, the giant strode 
Backward and forward through the flood, 
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But when the evening shadows fell, 
Full wearily he sought his cell. 

At midnight, through the torrent's noise, 
He thought he heard an infant voice ; 

"OiFerus come, and take me o'er, 
I'm waiting on the other shore." 

The weary giant would not rise ; 
Then louder grew the childish cries. 

Till shamed, at last he crossed the wave. 
While fiercer yet the stormwinds rave. 

He found an infant clothed in white, 
Unfitting Pilgrim for the night, 

Upon his back he took the child. 
And waded in the water wild. 

The river deepened as he went. 
Beneath his load the giant bent; 

Fierce howled the wind, and rose the wave 
T'engulph him in its foamy grave. 
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His Infant burden, heavier grown, 
Hung round his neck, a weight of stone; 

Scarce could he struggle to that shore, 
Which he had left so long before. 

Exhausted, on the river bank. 
Upon his knees the giant sank ; 

The Pilgrim-child, once infant small 
But now the Christ, and Lord of all, 

To Christopher said, in accents mild, 
"Thoii carriedst over a little child, 

"Inasmuch as thou didst it to one of these, 
Thou hast done a deed thy Lord to please; 

** From thy sins, I thee release, 
Enter in to perfect peace.'' 

That night St. Christopher open'd his eyes 
In the glorious courts of Paradise. 



CHRISTMAS EVE. 

Two thousand years ago, 
A winter's night, 
The stars pure light 
Upon the snow ; 
In Bethlehem a babe was born 

The Saviour of the world, 
And Satan, from his starry throne, 
Forevermore was hurled. 



The choirs of angels sang with joy, 
"The Son of God will soon destroy 

The power of Death ; 
The great Deliverer now is born. 
Who to the nations long forlorn, 

(Esaias saith,) 
Will everlasting comfort bring, 
Will take from Death his mortal sting, 
And make the desert place, to sing 

And blossom as the rose." 
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Oh ! wondrous condescension mild, 
Our Lord, became a little child. 

Was of a Virgin born ; 
To make the waiting captive free, 
The lame to walk, the blind to see, 

And nevermore to mourn. 
The Shepherds came their King to see, 
The Magi brought their gifts to Thee, 
The Church Thou saved'st doth agree 

To worship Thee with those. 

To Thee our sinful hearts we give ; 
Accept them Lord, and let us live 

From Satan's malice free. 
Thou of a Virgin had'st Thy birth. 
Came down to dwell upon the earth, 

Our only remedy. 
From ills, that never will be done 
Until our final course is run. 
Until we reach our setting sun. 

And stormy clouds enclose. 
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Clouds that the Sun of righteousness 
Will scatter soon with light's excess, 

When we awake ; 
And from this sinful world of ours, 
So full of thorns instead of flowers, 

Our flight we take 
To mansions of eternal rest, 
In that dear home of all the blest, 
Prepared for every wedding guest. 

The better part, who chose. 



There shall we see our Saviour's face. 
And know the fullness of His grace. 

Which now is ours; 
Then shall we say farewell to strife, 
And by the rolling River of Life, 

O'er golden flowers, 
With all our friends who've gone before, 
Whom we have lost in days of yore, 
We'll roam and rest forevermore. 

Throughout the happy hours. 



SUNSET AND MOONRISE. 

Last eve in crimson glory set the sun, 
Its ruddy radiance filled the western sky 
And, thro' a cloudy sea of blood, on high 

The Daystar sailed, a golden galleon. 

Its port at length was reached, the distant 
West; 

Uprose the moon, and all the quiet scene 

Was silvered o'er by her sweet ray serene, 
And nature's murmuring noises sank to rest. 

How streamed her radiance o'er our home- 
ward way 
Upon the waters ! liquid silver seemed 

The vessel's lucent wake across the bay ; 
No poet in his wildest vision dreamed 

Of lovely scene, that could in aught compare 

With that fair water, starry sky, and air. 
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MIRAGE. 

FOUR SONNETS. 
I. 

The weary pilgrim in the desert way 

When faint with thirst he sinks, a vision sees, 
A lovely landscape under spreading trees, 

With mossy banks whereon cool fountains play; 
And in the distance rising heavenly fair, 

Its marble domes and minarets ever bright, 

The promised city of his search, in light 
And beauty shining; through the sunset air 

He seems to hear its songs of welcome, low 
And sweet they float around him, and the 
breeze, 

That gently brings them, soothes his fevered 
brow 
With perfumed odours blown frotn spicy 
trees; 

Eager he rises, and with rapid feet, 

He hastens to approach those gardens sweet. 

41439B 
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II. 

Ah ! what his disappointment, when he knows 

That city of the clouds, is built in air ; 

Its snowy turrets, palaces so fair. 
Its gardens, where the fragrant lily blows, 

Are but the fabric of a vision, gay 
One moment in the sunset air, and bright 
With Hope's illusive and alluring light. 

The next, to vanish with the closing day ; 
Such the Mirage Arabian deserts build. 

Fata Morgana of the Italian sea, 
And such the hopes delusive gild 

How oft the forms of passing beauty, we 
In youth admire, and deem them angels all, 
And our vain fancy, 'Move,** forsooth we call. 
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III. 



Love is a plant of too divine a growth 
Thus idly, like a wayside weed, to spring 
Around our path, to any fancy cling, 

Then leave it with the morrow nothing loth. 
Ah, no ! true love but once has birth, and 
those 

We fancied loves, like desert mirage fade, 

And nothingness remains; while Fancy played 
Enchantress, at her spell, the vision rose, 

To vanish at another spell, and be 

Erelong replaced, as star by star at night. 

Not such the passion I have vowed to thee. 
My love and queen, my very life and light ; 

Against my will, my reason's strong protest, 

I learned to love thee as my worst and best. 
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IV. 



My worst, because my best, for is not this 
A truth? the joy of meeting may not be 
So deep and full, from every shadow free, 

Without fulfilling, by its very bliss. 

Each frequent parting with a deeper pain, 

A keener sense of loneliness, apart 

From thee, with whom I leave my captive 
heart, 
For thine it is, nor can I e'er again 

Hope to possess it fancy free as erst. 

My joys and sorrows now on thee depend. 

Thou* It be my last love, as thou art my first. 
The only shrine at which I daily bend 

In thought, if not in person, ever true 

In all emotions Molly Bawn to you. 



THE NIGHTINGALE. 

The nightingale, at evening in the wood, 
And in each sylvan green recess, we hear. 
Upon some mossy spray, the summer thro* 

She sits and sings, but when the winter rude 

Makes bare the forest, and the landscape 
drear. 

The south wind woos her to a sky more blue. 
Not so the singers of this ocean shore. 
The airy winds, the mighty breakers roar ; 

Like a great organ-bass the waves we hear, 
In foamy thunders breaking at our feet ; 

The land and sea winds, with their treble 
clear. 

Make sweetest music to the listening ear. 
While seasons roll, thro' Spring, or Summer's 

heat. 
Autumn or Winter's frown, their song repeat. 

Ocean Orovcj 1870. 



ON THE BAY. 

TWO SONNETS. 
I. 

Sunset upon the waters — golden red, 
And gorgeously, the clouds burn overhead; 

In snowy whiteness, like an ostrich plume, 
One fleecy cloud 'twixt sky and water lies; 
How soft it fades ; ah, me ! not such my 
doom. 
Not thus will end my life's sad destinies. 
E'en while I speak a dark cloud rises fast, 
Overspreads the heavens with its sable pall, 
And casts its shadow on the wave and me; 
Now mark how blackness gathers, hear the blast, 
The rattling canvas, see the white waves, all 
The tokens of a tempest on the sea. 

While lurid lightning gleams, and every flash 
Is followed by a mighty thunder crash. 
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II. 



Fair were our hopes, as erst we sailed away 

From busy town and down the harbor bay, 
Fair were our hopes, and fair the sunlight 
streamed. 

The azure sky without a cloudy speck 

To threaten storm ; both air and water 
seemed 

Too good and gentle such dear hopes to wreck. 
Oh, mother Nature ! we would thee implore 
Forget thy sex, be true for one bright day, 
This once let hope in full fruition end. 

In vain we plead, for fickle evermore. 

Dame Nature ever takes her own wild way. 

Ah ! may I meet with more success, my friend, 
When I would plead to thee ; my fealty thine, 
Fair lady may I call thy friendship mine? 
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CHRISTMAS DAY. 

Winter has come — the spreading landscape 
drear 
And cold, the trees' broad branches, very 

bare 
And sapless, rattle in the chilling air. 
And in the night, belated travelers hear 

Low moanings in the forest, sounds of dread, 
When one old monarch, with dim groaning 

cries. 
Laments to others his near sacrifice, 
And stormy winds sweep howling o'er his 
head. 
Now Christmas-tide, when Jesus came from 
Heaven 
Is near; and we in honor of that day. 
When God's great gift unspeakable was given, 
Give gifts to all our friends ; fair lady pray 
Accept this gift I've wrought with loving care, 
And let me in your friendship have a share. 
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• Note i, page 17. 
MY HOROSCOPE. 

In astrology the adept draws a figure called a horo- 
scope, which he divides into twelve parts called Houses. 

This figure represents the heavens at the time of 
the fortune ; and in it he places the planets accord- 
ing to their position in the zodiac. 

Each of these Houses is ruled over by one of the 
planets called its Lord. 

The influence of the planets varies according to their 
position in the zodiac, and their aspec^, or distance 
apart from each other. 

Trine aspect or being 90° apart is a favorable one. 

Sol is the Sun, and Jove, is Jupiter, both good 
planets according to astrologers. 
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